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POEM. 



Forever consecmted be the day 
When freemen rose, and with heroic sway, 
Plucked the rich laurel from Britannia*s brow, 
And quelled that foe who thought to rule us now ; 
When freeborn sons, who were inured to toil, 
Charmed with the beauties of Columbia's soil, 
Rose in full might, in martial pomp arrayed, 
Feared not their foes, but grasped the gleaming blade. 
Though Britain's Lion gave a hideous roar, 
Columbia's Eagle drove him from her shore. 
Though Gallia's sons confessed her mighty sway, 
And distant nations did her tribute pay. 
Yet, fired with zeal, our fathers took the field. 
There dared the fight, there made a tyrant yield ; 
There they repelled a despot's cruel laws. 
And boldly fought in Freedom's righteous cause. 
Held by that Power, and guarded by that Word, 
Who nerved the heart, and strengthened Gideon's sword, 
He led our Joshua through the tented field, 
And spread in front his everlasting shield. 
Methinks I hear our piatriot fathers cry, 
'* We will be free, ox in the field we'll die." 



Bold chivalry then flowed from heart to heart, 
And fired their souls with more than magic art ; 
When Britain's king gave forth the stern command — 
" Go conquer and subdue that rebel land;" 
Columbia's sons then rose with fearless might, 
They grasped the sword, they hastened to the fight. 
Their work they left, they ceased to trace the plough. 
Rushed to the field where richer laurels grow. 
There honored fame shall meet her just applause, 
There patriot sons repel pernicious laws ; 
There freeborn men demand an equal right. 
And dare their foes upon the field of fight. 
At Lexington the torch of wax began, 
And spread from state to state, from man to man. 
But stop not here : — On Bunker's height behold 
New scenes of bloodshed to your view unfold I 
Here man met man in awful terrors clad. 
Each Hero bold his forces onward led ; 
Here patriot Warren fanned the hallowed fire, 
And led the soil to meet his angry sire ; 
With courage bold he dared th' unequal fight, 
For Freedom's honor, and his Country's right : 
He boldly met them on the bloody field, 
And chose to die before to tyrants yield ! 
Seest thou that light 1 that heavenly meteor rise ? 
'Tis Warren's spirit mounting to the skies — 
Like Bethlehem's star, high o'er th' ensanguined field 
Hovering it waits to see if patriots yield. 
Columbia mourn ! mourn for your favorite son, 
Who led the fight and fame immortal won : 
Altho' he fell, yet glory marked his way. 
Ages to come shall tribute to him pay ; 
Roses will flourish in immortal bloom. 
And laurels luxurate around his tomb. 
Amid the scene of carnage and of blood, 
SecCharlestowui's smoke rise to the throne of God ! 



Clouds beat on clouds 'till they obscure the sky — 

Flames burst on flames — see burning cinders fly I 

See fiery streams through smoky currents blaze, 

And war's dread carnage shroud Sol's golden rays ; 

Devouring flames seize on the stately spire, 

And pillar'd halls and domes are wrapped in fire ! 

Still on yon height, on yonder rampart high. 

Bold Prescott strides, and gath'ring hosts defy ; 

His stentor voice inspires his martial band, 

He yields his falchion with a giant hand. 

There hardy Putnam the third host sustains, 

Bids gallant freemen burst Britannia's chains ; 

High in the air he hurls his glittering steel. 

And all the hosts their leader's courage feel. 

Tho' missiles fly and fireballs thick are hurled, 

Columbia's standard still remains unfurled, 

And whereso'er is heard the foeman's cry, 

Her sturdy sons as ninlble lightnings fly. 

Tho' warlike armies then our land o'erspread, 

Yet to the fight our heroes on were led ; 

Led — and by whom ? the virtuous and the brave, 

By those who scorned the fetters of the slave — 

By those whose hearts were warmed with freemen's fire, 

By sons who dared to meet an angry sire. 

When hearts of heroes had begun to fail, 

When Patriots feared that Despots would prevail, 

Our Chief arose — and like the polar star. 

Beamed forth his rays, and spread the torch of war ! 

From Vernon's mount we see our hero come, 

The great, the good, th' immortal Washington. 

He leaves his friends, the mansions of his ease, 

To wield the sword, and wade through bloody seas : 

Tho' midnight darkness o'er our nation hung. 

Pure patriot strains burst from his godlike tongue. 

" To arms ! to arms !" we hear our hero cry, 

** To arms ! to arms !" the echoing hills reply. 
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Tho' Britain's lion gave a hideous roar, 
Columbia's eagle drove him from our shore ; 
Plucked the rich tresses from his lofiy neck, 
And grasjj^ed the prize iimlb did his form bedeck — 
Then soared on high widt elevated vdiiga, 
Bade bold defiance to ttie powcnr ^ kings. 
With pinnions spread sibe took her lofty flight, 
Brought thirte^a stars from realms of peerless' light. 
With thirteen stripes our standard to adorn^^ 
Then bowed the lion and the unicorn. 

Colimibia, pause f weep o'er tfa' iOustriotts dead! 
Who fought for freedom^ and to^ conquest led; 
Who dared the tempest, who the storm defied, 
But who now rests by ¥^non^s rolling tide. 
Here no proud abbey boasts the exclusiTe praise^ 
Nor claims the relics of my feeble lays ; 
Nor shall the poppy fix its drowsy root^. 
Nor wormwood thrive, nor bearded thistle shoot 
Around the grave where myidads oft repair^ 
To view the spot where lay their country's sire. 
To sing his worth the muse has tuned her lyre. 
To speak his praise the poets oft aspire ; 
Faint the description, feeble the design, 
Should Pindar sing, or Homer trace the line. 
The painter's canvas often has be^i spread, 
To draw descriptions of th- illustrious dbad, 
But far they'd deviate from th* intended line, 
Should Rc^;)hael's genius sketch; the boldd^ign : 
Or should Titian his bright colors shed, 
Or Guide graces lavish on his head, 
His deeds of valor memory still retains. 
Reveres the man who burst a tyrantVs chains. 
Let other nations of their Gaasare beast. 
Of Charles^ of Xerxes with his martiai host, 
Can Macedonia ask the muses' l^ce^ 
While skughteredLmiUioas:miiBdiller oluefxezpiie.? 



Can Rome and Carthage caU theif heroes good. 

While earth ia crimsoned with their soldiers' blood ? 

Can France exalt the deeds of Bonaparte, 

And sing his splendor and his warlike art 9 

When, see ! ah see ! her hero rode to fame 

O'er seas of blood and mangled heaps of slain. 

But fates unseen reined up the mystic car — 

Smote Europe's zone, and burst Napoleon's star. 

And where is he who came from Gallia's shore, 

Saw our oppression, heard our cannon roar ; 

Who wreathed a chaplet of immortal fame, 

And richly won a philanthropic name ? 

He, too, has gone to join his brave compeers, 

Graced with high honors, crowned with many years. 

And where are Green, Montgomery, Leb, and Gates, 

Who bowed the lion to resistless fates ? 

They, too, are gone : and but a few remain. 

Who helped our fathers burst Britannia's chain. 

And soon the muffled drum or tolling bell, 

Will bid the last a long, a long &rewell f 

Ye aged sires ! who grace this festive scene. 
Who bow to age, and o'er your staves recline, 
Review that day,* when proud oppression's wand 
Extended wide o'er freedom's happy land ; 
Can you forget the piteous piles of slain 
On Bunker's height, or Lexington's broad plain? 
Tell to the youth the stories of our wars. 
And plead the merits of our patriots' scars. 
Ye patriot band ! who fought in dajrs of yore, 
And drove the oppressor from our verdant shore. 
Long life and health, the sons of freedom cry. 
Long life and health, the winds of heaven reply. 
When summoned by th' archangel's thrilling calU 
On young Elishas may your mantles &11 ; 
May patriot zeal your youthiul scms inspire, 
And each prove worthy of his honored sire. 
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While your exploits the lifeless volumes tell, 
When long youVe slept where kindred spirits dwell, 
Youth shall with joy your warlike deeds rehearse, 
And sing your praise in glowing strains of verse. 

Ye sons of ocean I bold, intrepid band, 
A fortress prove and bulwark to our land : 
Should armies rise from oriental shores, 
Should fleets depart, and ply their nimble oars, 
Grasp, grasp your swords, and hurl your falchions high, 
To arms ! to arms 1 let every patriot cry : 
Rise ! crush the tyrant, let your land be free. 
Fight on the wave, and bleed for liberty. 
Need you recall th^ dust of those that bled, 
To bleed again and wear th* immortal meed"? 
Must Warren come, clothed in inmiortal bloom, 
Or brave Montgomery leave the silent tomb ? 
Or Trenton*s heroes, — Princeton's warlike band. 
Return to quell th' invaders of our land ? 
No — ^youthful sons, your mantled cheek imparts 
That patriot zeaFs embosomed in your hearts. 
With Juno's fire march to the honored field, 
And like Achilles make your Hector's yield. 
And may Columbia Washingtons e'er find, • 
And Greens and Lees t' inspire the warlike mind : 
And may our fleets with broad expanded wing, 
Woo the soft gale, and hear her Perrys sing. 

But stop, my muse — ^behold more pleasing scenes ; 
Throughout our land no warlike meteor gleams ; 
Justice and Truth in quiet order stand, 
And wholesome laws adorn our happy land. 
Here the oppressed can sweet asylums find, 
Here freebom men are in one link combined ; 
Here no proud foe, no unpropitious star, 
Ldghts discord's flame, portends disastrous war. 
From the cold regions of our northern climes, 
Where science cheers, and virtue's path refines, 
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Let slaves no longer groan beneath your rod, 

** For nature wronged appeals to nature*s God." 

Bid slavery cease — and let the slave go free, 

On foreign shores in quiet let them be. 

Hark ! hark ! what dismal moans are those which rise 

And roll in solemn requiems through the skies 7 

Parents are mourning for their long-lost ones. 

Whom white men stole to pamper white men's sons. 

O Slavery, thou harbinger of woe 1 

Haste, haste your flight, and on broad pinions go ; 

For in this land where freedom gently reigns, 

Captives with joy should burst their galling chains ; 

For when Grod wrought his wonder working plan, 

He placed on equal footing man with man. 

Still men attempt to screen this cursed cause 

Beneath the sanction of JehoVah's lawsl 

Blush, sacred roiArum, blush to own the man. 

Who thus attempts the sacred word to scan I 

What bold presumption ! they pretend to claim 

Kindred to heaven, and bind the captive's chain ? < 

They preach of mercy and of love divine. 

And bid the slave beneath the lash repine ? 

Rise, hfeavenly dove, unclench pale avarice' hand, 

And raise a Wilberforce in every land, 

Whose voice shall on emancipation's theme, 

Rouse every nerve and touch each feeling string. 

Another stigma rises to our view : 
From stores and grog-shops reel a tottering crew, 
Whose stupid hearts no common cause can rouse, 
Unless a cann of whiskey greet their mouths. 
As lies the serpent in his wonted nest, <■ 

So coils this viper in th' inebriate's breast ; 
Which like a vulture feasting on hi» prey, 
Steals both his senses and his health away. 
'Diseases follow in a warlike train, 
The foremost post, Ihe highest rampart gain ; 
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Let pure devotion touch the Hindoo's heart. 
And from his idols may he soon depart ; 
From heathen lands may songs of triumph rise 
To Him who huilt Earth, Ocean, Air and Skies* 
May distant islands catch the heeiiFenly flame, 
And tawny Indimis own Jehovah'f imme. 
On wings of faith, ye heralds of the cross» 
Gro and refine the gpld from nature's dross ; 
Instruct the heathen from the sacred word, 
" Lead them from nature up to nature's GodJ' 
Bid Afric's sons, that long despised race. 
From darkness rise, the light of life t' emhrace. 
Afric's black sons^-why need we mention them? 
Say, are they beasts, or have they forms like men? 
From southern climea methinks a voice I hear, 
* Blacks shall be slaves and all our burdens bear :' 
Bear whither? — to the holy throne of God, 
Their stripes, their groans, their lashes and the rod. 
Say, will not vengeance on those heads recoil. 
Who doom the slave to servitude and toil ? . 
When Pharaoh strove to hold Gted's fiivorite band, 
Plague after plague was sent upon his land ; 
Wonders were wrought to prove the trying test, 
But Aaron's serpent swallowed up the rest. 
Forth stept the priest, armed with the word of God, 
Smote Egypt's water's and they turned to blood. 
O'er Egypt's land tenebrious clouds did rise. 
And mighty thunders rent the vaulted skies; 
Along the ground the forked lightnings fly. 
And deadly hailstones rumbled down the sky ; 
Judgments more fierce than diese her land o'erspread, 
Egypt's first bork are numbered with the dead I 
Thiw God's dread aik^r proud oppressors feel, 
Own his great power, hh impress and his seal. 
Columbians, rise ! with sympathetic Bway, 
From your escutcheon wipe this stain a,way ; 
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May He extend the sceptre of his love, 

Our strong defence, our mighty bulwark prove. 

Ahnighty God 1 protect this &Yored land, 

Guide, guard and shield it by thy sovereign hand; 

While suns arise, or briney ocean's roar, 

Or bounding billows lash the rock-bound shore : 

Let this Republic ever stand secure, 

Till nations cease, and time shall be no more. 
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Behold those scenes where pitriot vrsrriora bled, 

Where ky the dying and where lay the dead; 

See Despot's dimgeonfe filled with youth andnge, 

Where dire contagions with dread horrors rage ; 

Where galling chains enthralled bravery binds, 

And gorged vultures nntff the tainted winds : 

Then say, was freedom wooed and won with smiles? 

Or was it purchased with the warrior's toils ? 

The price was great, Columbians patriots cry, 

The price was great, our aged sires reply. 

Then since our land was bought with streams of bloiwl 

Firm let us stand though tyrants round us brood ; 

Though round us kings their hellish gambols play, 

As venomed vipers hiss around their prey, 

Let us support the standard of otrr fame. 

Nor sink, like Rome, mid whirlpools of her shame. 

Ask, where is Rome, and where her wiarlike band, 

Whose armies spread and conquered every land ; 

Whose eagle rose, and eyed the solar fire, 

With talons strong, with wings that never tire. 

Whose classic charms inspire us with delight. 

Illume the regions of barbarvc night. 

Ask you the cause why Rome's republic fell ? 

The cause I'd ask, why Satan did rebel. 

Factions burst forth, and demagogues arose. 

Crushed the fair tre*%, o'erwhelmed the land in woes. 

Thus Rome's republic, which for ages stood, 

Fell mid the flames, and sunk in seas of Mood. 

Ask, where is Carthage^— Afric*s pride and boast ? 

When factions rose, her ftime and all wer<e Itwt; 

Oceans of blood were spilt along her shore. 

And Afric's glory set to rise no more. 

And Greece, that land where science «hed her rays. 

Where heroes fought, where poets tuned thew lays. 

Was veiled in gloom, and isunk b^ope the blai^, 

Her fame, her glory, imd h^ grdl9fdeur $»st. 
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But may that morning soon salute the sldeH, 

When Grecian glory shall again arise , 

When Grecian bards shall sing fair freedom's songs, 

And independence thunder from their tongues. 

Together let us turn the volant page, 

Where despots reign and bloody factions rage. 

There shall we see lands oTeiwhehned in blood. 

And demagogues profane the house ot God. 

Astonished stand, and gaze with thought sublime, 

See nations rise and burst the womb of time. 

Columbians, rise — mark well the fatal coast, 

Where sunk republics and their glory lost ; 

And shun those rocks which proved their final doom, 

And sunk their fame beneath Egyptian gloom. 

Lei the last legacy of Was bin gloo. 

Still be your chart, and show the course to run ; 

And may our helmsman with a steady hand. 

Guide safe our hark o'er shoals of rocks and sand. 

Should civil wars or base contentions rise. 

Should haughty tyrants fteedom's charms despise, 

Ye youthful baud, rush, rush into the field, 

With sword in hand, and make those despots yield. 

CLuell your invaders — put your foea to flight — 

March to the field, and breast the deadly fiighl. 

Were Homer's verse familiar to my tongue, 

Or had I strains like those which Pindar sung, 

And could my voice like Sinai's thtmders roar. 

Fair Freedom's charms should sound from shore to shore. 

Till thrones of despots totter to the ground, 

And mighty empires tremble at the sound. 

And may that God, whose hand the lightnings form, 
Who hurls the'tempeat, who directs the storm; 
Who bade the world from nature's embryo rise. 
Whose wisdom built, whose fiat'starred the skies; 
At whose command the nations rise and fell, 
Whose will directs, whose power governs all ; 
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